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The story opens In a Confederntsa tent
At a eritlonl stago of the Clvil War., Gen
Lae imparts to Capt. Wayne an Imporiant
message (0 Longstreot Aveompunied by
Bergt. Cralg, an old army scout, Wayne
saris on his mission, They get withio
the lnes of the onemy and In the dark-
ness Wayne fa taken for a Vadernl of-
fleer and A young lady on horseback s
Kiven In lils charge She In & northern
gl!‘l and attempts to escape. One of the

orses puccumbs and Cradg goes through
with the dlspatches, whila Wayne and My
Lady of the North are left alone. They
aeek nhelter in n hut And entering 1t in
the dark a huge moastiff atncks aAyna
The girl shoots the brute just in time
Thae owner of tha hut, Jed Bungay, and
his wite appear und soon n party of
horsemen approach. They ars lad by a
man clalming to ba Red Lowrle, but who
proves to be Maj, Brennan, a Federal
officar whom the UUnlon glrl rocognizes
Ho_orders the arrest of Wayne an a wpy
and he Ia brought before Bheridan, who
lhrunlt-uu him with death upleas he re-
H 8 the secret messige. Wayne helipves

ith Bronnan to ba the wife of Mn)
Hrannan  He la rescued by Jod Bungay
who starts to reach Gen lLeo, while
Wayne In disgulse penetrates to the ball
room, heneath which he had been Im-
risoned. He I8 Introduced to . Miss

Inor and harely amoapes belng anmask
ed. Edith Brennan, rocogniging Wayne,
nayn she will save him, SHecuring o pass
through the lines, they are confronted by
Hrennan, who In ltnm‘:rd ponnalesn, Then
h'ddlnf lFllIlh ndlen, Wavne monkes o
dash for liberty. e encounters Nungny
1'"7‘ rench the lee comp and are sant
wit rflnfur::mn?mn 10 ,nJu Farly

CHAPTER XX|—Continued.

With the ardor of young manhood 1
jlooked forward to the coming battle,
when T kpnew the mighty armles of
INorth and South would once again
contest for the fertlle 8benandoah. It
‘'was to be Amerlean pitted agninst
Wmerlean, a struggle ever worthy of
‘the gods. Slowly I rode back down
the filea of my men, mwarking their
lignment and accoutrements with

ractised eye, smiling grimly as |
moted their eager faces, war-worn and
bronzed by exposure, yet reanimated
by hope of nective service., As |
watched them thus, I thought agaln
of tﬁmse many olther faces who once
rode ns these men did now, but who
had dled for duty even as these also
might yet be called upon to dle. One
hundred nnd three strong, gay In
‘bright new uniforms, with unstained
banner kissing the breeze above our
proud young heads, we rode hopeful-
Iy forth from Charlottesville scarce
threa years before, untried, undis-
ciplined, unknown, to place our lives
willingly ‘upon the seared altar of our
uative Btate. What speechless years
of horror those had been; what his-
tory we had wrltten with our
naked #teel; what , Boenes of
suffering and death Iny nlong that
bloody path we travelled! Today,
down the same red road, our eyes still
dot grimly to the northward, our flag
s torn and ragged remnant, barely
forty men wore the “D" between the
cromsed sabres on thelir slouched
brown bats, In splie of all recruiting.
Tha cheer In my heart was for the
lving: the tear In my eye was for
the dead.

“Colgate,” 1 #ald gravely, as 1|
renged up beside him at the rear of
the troop, “the men look exceedingly
well, and do not appear to hava suf-
fered greatly because of ghort ra.
tions."

“Oh, the lads are always In fine
fottle when they expect a fight,” he
answered, his own eyes dancing as he
awept them over that gtralght line of
backs In his front. “They'll serap the
better for being a bit hungry,—it
makes them savage. Heats all, Cap-
taln, what foollsh notlons some of
those people on the other side have
of us Boutherners, They secem (o
think we are entirely different from
themselves; yet I reckon It would puz-
sle nuy recruiting officer up yonder
to show a finer lot of fighting men
than those fellows ahead there."

! rode slowly forward to my own
position at the head of the troop. As
1 swung my horse {nto our nccustomed
position | was too decply burled In
reflection to be clenrly consclous of
much that was oceurring about me,
Buddenly, however, 1 became aware
that gome one, nearly obscured by the
enveloping cloud of dust, was riding
without the column, In an independ-
ence of military discipline not to be
permitied. In the state of mind 1 was
then in this discovery strangely Ir
ritated me.

“Sergeant,” | questioned sharply, of
the raw-boned trooper al the end of
the flrst p atoon, “what fellow is that
riding out yonder?”

“It's ther pesky lttle cuss as come
In with yo yesterday, sir,” he returned
with o grin. "He's confiscated a muel
somewhar an' says he's a goin' back
bam ‘long o' we uns'

Ourious to learn bkow Jed had
amarged from his arduous adventures,
1 spurred my horse alongsaide of him.
The little man, bending forward
dublously, s If fearful of accldent,
wan riding bareback on a gaunt, long-
legged mule, which, judging from all
outward appearances, dust have been
some discarded asset of the quurter-
master's department.

“Golog home, Jed?" | asked, as he
glanced up and saw me.

“Jist w8 durn quiek as 1 kin git
thar,” he returned emphatically. “By
gum, Cap, 1 ain't bin 'way frem Mariar
long as this afore In twelve year.
Reckon sbe thinks I've skedaddled fer
good this time, au' "Il be a takin’'
up with some other mplo critter lest
1 git back thar mighty sudden. Wom-

en's odd, Cup, durn nigh as aroary |

He eyed his mount eritienlly.

“Imirned If ever 1 thought I'd git
nstraddle o any fourdegged critter |
agin,” he sald, rubblng himself as If

In sudden and painful recollection of
the past. “But 1 sorte r ploked up this
yere muel down et ther corral, an’ he's
tow durn wore out a totin' things fer
you uns ter ever move offen a walk.
| morter reckon It's & heap easler &
sittin' yere than ter take it afut all
ther way ter ther :.iountings”

It was long after dark the second
day when, thoroughly wearled, weo
turned Into an old tobaeco fleld and
made camp for the night. To right
and left of our positioi. glowed Lhe
cheery [lres, telllng where Early's
command bivouncked In line of battia.
From the low range of hills In frout
of where we rested one could look
icross an intervening valley, and sas
fa: off to the northward the dlig
flames wlich marked the position of
the enemy., Down in the mysterious
darkness between, -divided only by &

swift and nmrrow stream, wers the
blue and gray pickets. The opposing
forcea wore sleeplng on thelr arms,

making ready for the death grip og
the morrow.

As | lay there thinking, wondering
what might be my fate before anothay
nightfall, seelng constantly in my halt
dreams the falr face of A woman,
which made me more of a coward
than | had ever felt myself before,
I was partlally aroused by the droning
tones of a volece close at band, Lift-
ing myaelf on one elbow I glanced
curfously around to seea where It
originated, what was occurring, Clus-
tered about a roaring fire of ralls
were a dozen trooperg, and in the
midst of them, ocoupylng the post of
Lionor upon an empty powder keg, was
Bungay, enthusinstically reclting
Scott, | eaught a line or two:

“'At once thers rose so wild a yell
Within that dark and narrow dell,
As all the flends from heaven tha* fell
Had pealed the battlecry of hell™
and then the drowsy god pressed
down my heavy eyellds, aad 1 fell
asleap,

CHAPTER XXII.

The Battle In the Shenandoah.
To me it has always seemed re

markab . that after all my other bat-
tle experlences—Antletam, Cettys-
burg, the Wilderness, ay! even in-

cluding that first flerca baptism of
fire at Manassas—no actlon In which
I' aver participated should remalin so
clearly photographed upon memory as
this last desperate struggle for su-
pramacy in the Shenandoah. Every
mwinute detall of the conflict, at
least so far as I chanced to be a
rersonal particlpant, rines before me
as 1 write, and [ doubt not [ could
trace to-day each step taken upon that
stricken flald.

The revellle had not sounded when
I first awoke and, rolling from my
blanket, looked about me, Already a
faint, dim line of gray, heralding the
dawn, was growing clearly defined In
the enst, and making manifest those
heavy fog-banka which, hanging dank
and low, obscured the valley. The
tired men of my troop were vet lylng
upon the ground, wrapped Lightly In
thelr blankets, oblivious of the deadly
work before them; but 1 could hear
the horses already moving uneasily at
their ploket-ropes, and observed here
and theve the chilled figure of a centry
leaning upon his gun, oddly distorted
in form by the enveloping mist

Directly In advance of where we
rested, a long hill sloped gently up-
ward for perhiaps a hundred yards, its
crest topped with a thiek growth of
young onk-reen, yet seemingly devold
of underbrush No troops were
camped In our Immediate front, and
feeling curlous to ascertaln something
of our formation, as wall as to ex
amine the lay of the land between us
and the position occupled by the
enemy, 1 walked slowly forward, un.
hindered, untll 1 attained the crest
The fog yet held the secreta of the
villey safely locked within its brown
hand, and 1 could penetrate none of
Its mysteries. It was Ilke gazing
dgown from some headiand Into a sl
lent, unvexed sea. Hut directly across
from where | stood, apparently slong
the summit of another chain of low
hills similar to those we occupled, |
could percelve the flames of numerous
camp-fires leapilng up Into sudden
radlance, while againsi the brighten.
ing sky a great flag lazlly fNapped its
folds to the freshening bLreeze, Evl-
dently our opponents were first astir,
and the headquarters of some division
of the enemy must be across yonder.
As 1 gaxzed, other fires burst forth to
loft and right, as far as the unaided
eye could carry through the gloom,
and 1 was thus enabled to trace dis
tinetly those advanced lines opposing
us, Mxperience told me their position
must be a strong one, akd thelr force
heavy.

As | turned to mark our own forma.
tion, the roll of drums rang out,
while the qulckening notes of the
reveille sounded down the long lines
of slumbering men. Life returned, as
If by magle, to those motionless forms,
and almost In o moment all below me
became astir, and | could clearly
distinguish the variou: branches of

commingled upon elther band,. We
wera evidently stationed close to the
centre of our own position. The In-
| tervening ground sloped so gently for-

ward, while the hill crest was go
thickly crowrded with trees, it looked
an ldeal position from which to

advance in line of attack. Upon my
right there appeared s break in the
solldity of our lne, but even na I
noted It, wondering at the oversight,
the dense front of an Infantry column
debouched from a ravine and, march-
ing steadily forward, filled the gap.
[ could distinctly mark the wearled
manner In which the men composing
it fMlung themselves prostrate on the
bard ground the moment they were
halted—doubtless all through the
long hours of the black night they
had been tolling on to be in time,
Aldes were galloplng furlously now
among the scattered commands, The
obscuring fog slowly rose from off
the face of the wvalley, but all the
central portion remalned velled from
view. Buddenly, as | watched, the
brown cloud beneath me was rent
asunder here and there by little spita
of fire, and It was curlous to ob-
#erve how thoze quick spiteful darts
of flame swept the full length of my
vista, 1 could distinguleh no reports,
~It was too fur away,~—but realized
that the opposing plekets had caught
sight of each other through the gloom.
Then a blg gun boomed almost direct-

bahind the drifting powder clond. The
everdeepening roar of censeless con-
test had moved westward down the
valley, when an alde #hénled hila
smoking horee In front of the Coloual,
spoke & dozen hasty words, pointed
Impetuounly to the left, and dashed
off down the line. The men leaped
to their feet In eager expectancy, and
as the “Fall In, fall in there, lads”
echoed Joyousiy from lp to llp, the
kindling eyes and rapld movements
olced unmistakably the soldier spirit,
We moved westward down the long,
bare slope in the sunshine, through &
half-dozen deserted, desolote flelds,
and along n narrow, rocky defile lead-
ing Into a deep revine. At the mouth
of the ravine we came forth Into the
broad valley, and halted. Just In
front of us, scarcely a half-mile dis
tant, were the fighting !ines, partinlly
enveloped In dense smoke, out from
which broke patches of blue or gray,
as charge succeeded charge, or the
wind swept aslde the fug of battle.
The firing was ona continuous crash,
while plunging bullets, overreaching
their mark, began to c¢hug Into our
own ranks, dealing denth Impartially
to horse and man. The captain of the
troop next mine wheeled suddenly, a
look of surprise npon his face, and
fell backward into the arms of one of
his men; with an Intense scream of
agony, almost human, the horse of my
first sergeant reared and came over,
crushing the rider before he could
loosen foot from stirrup; the Lleuten-
ant-Colonel rode slowly past us to the
rear, his face deathly white, one arm,
dripping blood, dangiing helpless at
his glde. This was the hardest work
of war, that sllent agony which tried
men in helpless bondage to unylelding
discipline. 1 glanced anxiously along
the front of my troop, but they re
culred no word from me; with tightly
set lips, and pale, stern faces, they
ueld thelr line stendy ns granite, clos-
ing up sllently the ragged gaps torn
by plunging balls

“Captain,"” salé Colgate, riding to
where | sat my horse, “you will see
that the paper 1 gave you reaches

ly opposite me, it flame geeming like
n red-hot koife rending the mist. This
had barely vanished when a sudden
cheer rang out upon my left, and I
turned in time to behold a thin, seat-
tered line of gray-clad Infantrymen
gwarm down the steep slope Into the
valley, With hats drawn low, and
guns advanced, they pluoged at &
run finto the mist and disappeared.
Our skirmishers had gone In; the ball
had opened,

1 had tarrfed long enough: any
moment now might bring “boots and
saddles,” and if 1 possessed the slight
est desire for & brenkfast to fight on,
it behooved me to get back within
our lines, The memory of that ani-
ated scene In front still frésh upon
me, how qulet and commonplace ev-
erything appeared down there In the
hills,

“What has become of Bungay™ 1
quesationed of Colgate, whe was Iying
upon his back with eyes fanstened
on a floating cloud.

“Do you mean the little mountaineer
who came in with us last night

1 nodded.

“0Oh, his mule bolted nt the first
shot over yonder, and the little fellow
is after It. He's down the fleld there
somewhere.”

How time dragged! The battery to
left of us went Into actlon, and began
{'ring rapidly; we could mark the
black figures of the cannoneers at the
pearer guns, outlined agalpst the sky
o»er the crest, as they moved qulck-
ly bagk and forth. Twice they bore
motionless bodies to the rear, and laid
them down tenderly beyond the flerce
zone of fire. Then the heavier pieces
of artillery farther down the Iline
burst into thunder, and wa silently
watched a large force of lofantry
move slowly past ua up the long slope
until they halted in line of battle just
behind its -une:lt the advanced flles
lying flat upon thelr faces and peer-
ing over. But no orders came for us.

Nearly noon by the red sun Liding
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On Foot and Dying He Reached Our Front.

home safe if I fail to come out of
thian?"

I reached over and gripped his hand
Lard.

"1t will be the first thing I shall
remember, Jonck,” | answered earnest
ly. “But we may have it easy enough
after all—it seems to be an infantry
affalr.”

He shook his head gravely,

“No,” he sald, pomting
*they will need us now.”

As he spoke It seemed as though
the sbarp firing upon both sldes sud-
aenly ceased by mutual consent. The
tesrible roar of small arms, which had
mingled with the continuous thunder
of great guns, died away Into an in.
termittent rattling of musketry, and
a8 the heavy smoke slowly drifted up-
ward In a great white cloud, we could
plainly dist.ugulsh the advancing
Federal lines, three ranks deep,
strétehing to left and right in one
vast, lmpenetrable blue wall, sweep-
Ing toward us upon a run. Where but
a brief moment before the plain ap-
peared deserted, It was now fairly
allve with soldlery, the sun gleaming
on fixed bayonets, and faces aglow
with the ardor of surprise. Some one
had blundered! The thin, unsup-
ported line of gray Infantry directly
in our front closed up their shattered
ranks hastily in desperate effort to
#tay the rush. We could see them jam-
ming thelr muskets for volley fire,
und then, with clash and clatter that
drowned all other sounds, a battery of
gix black juns came fying madly past
W, every horse on the run, lashed
inte frenzy by his wild rider. With
carriage and caisson leaping at every
jump, the balf-naked, smoke-begrimed
cannoneers clinging to thair seats like
monkeys, they dashed recklessly for-
ward, swung about into position, and
almost before the muzeles had been
well pointed, were hurling canister
into that blue, victorlous advance.
Hew those gellant fellows worked!

forward,

.théir guns leaping Into alr at each

discharge, thelr movements clook-
work! Tense, eager, expectant, every
hand among us hard gripped on gabre
hilt, we walted that word which sure
ly could not ba delayed, whilae from
end to end, down the full length of
our stralning line, rang out the yell
of exultant pride.

“Stpeady, men; steady there, lads!”™
called the old Colonel, sternly, hls own
eéves filled with tears, “Our turn will
gome."”

Torn, rent, shattered, bleeding,
treading upon the dead and mangled
in rows, those Iron men in blue came
on. They were as demons laughing at
death. No raln of lead, no hall of
ecanlater, no certainty of destruction
ecould check now the flerce Impetus
of that forward rush. God knows it
was magnificent; the supreme eoffort
of men Intoxicated with the enthusi
asm of war! Even where we were
we could see and feel the glant power
in those grim ranks of steel—the tat-
tered flags, the stern, set faces, the
deep-toned chorus of “Glory, glory,
hallelujah,” that echoed to thelr tread.
Those men meant to win or dle, and
they rolled on as Cromwell’'s Iron-
sldes at Marston Moor. Twice they
staggered, when the mad volleys
ploughed ragged red lanes through
them, but only to rally and press
sternly on, They struck that erouch-
ing gray line of infantry, fairly burled
It with thelr dense blue folds, and,
with one fierce hurrah of triumph,
cloged down upon the guns. KEven as
they hlotted them from sight, an alde,
hatlegss and Dbleeding, hls horse
wounded and staggering from weak-
ness, tore down toward us along the
crest, A hundred feet away his
mount fell headlong, but on foot and
dying he reached our front.

“Colonel Carter,” he pantoed, press-
Ing one hand upon hig breast to keep
back the welling blood, “charge, and
hold that battery until we can bring
infantry to your support.”

No man among us doubted the full
meaning of It—we were to save the
army! The very horses seemed to
feel a sensge of rellef, hands clinched
moare tightly on taut relns to hold
them in check; under the old battered
hats the eyes of the troopers gleamed
hungrily.

“Virginlans!™ and the old Colonel's
volee rang lke a clarion down the
breathless line, “there I8 whers you
die! Follow me!™

Slowly, llke some mighty mountaln
torrent gmining force, we rode forth
" a walk, each trooper lined to pre-
cislon of review, yet instinctively tak-
ing distance for sword play. Halfway
down the elight slope our line broke
Into a saar) trot, then, as the thrilling
rotes of the charge sounded above us,
wa swept forward In wild, Impetuous
tumult.

Who c¢an tell thy story of those
seconds that so swiftly followed?
Surely not one who saw but the vivid
flash of steel, the agonized faces, the
flame of belching fire. 1 recall the
frenzied leap of my horse ns we
struck the line ere it could form into
gquare; the blows dealt savagely ta
right and left; the blaze of a volley
scorching our faces, the look of tha
big infantryman 1 rode dowan: the
gudden thrust that saved me from a
levelled gun; the quick swerving of
our horses as they came in contact
with the cannon; the shouts of rage;
the blows; the gcreams of pain: the
white face of Colgate as he reeled
an. fell. These are all In my mem-
ory, blurred, commingled, Indistipct,
vet distressful as any nlghtmare. In
some way, how I know not, 1 realized

that we bad bhurled them back, shat- |

tered them by our first fierce blow;
that the guns were once again ours;
that fifty dismounted troopera were
tugging desperately at their wheels,
Then that dense blue mass surged
forward onece agaln, engulfed us In
its deadly folds, and with steel and
bullet, sword and clubbed musket,
ploughed through our broken ranks,
rending us in twain, fairly smothering
us by sheer force of numbers.
t. @ old Colonel plunge head-down into
4% ruck beneath the horses' feet;
the Major riding stone dead in his
saddle, o ghastly red stain in the
centre of his forehead; then Hunter,
of E, went down screaming, and 1
knew 1 was the genlor captain left.
About me scarce a bundred men bat-
tled like demons for thelr lives in the
midst of the guns. Even us | glanced
a<ide at them, shlelding my head with
vplifted sabre from the blows ralned
upon me, the coloreergeant flung up
his hanod, and grasped his saddle pom-
mel to keep from falling. Out of his
cpening fingers 1 snatched the splin-
tered staff, lifted it high up, until
the rent folds of the old flag caught
the dull glow of the sunlight.

“—th Virgluia!” 1 shouted.
ou the colors!™

1 could see them coming—all that
was left of them—(ighting thelr way
through the press, cleaving the mass
with thelr blows as the prow of a
ship cut the sea. With one vieclous
jab of the spur 1 led them, a thin
wedge of tempered gray steel, batter-
ing, gouging, rending a passage into
that solid blue wall. Inch by inch,
foot by foot, yard by yard, slashing
madly with our broken sabres, battling
as men crazed with lust of blood,
our very horses fighting for us with
teeth and bhoofs, we ploughed a lane
of death through a dozen files, Then
the wvast mass closed In upon us,
roiled completely over us. There was
a flash, a vislon of frenzied faces,
and | knew no more.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

“Rally

An Insplration,

“Professor McMuddle is very in-
genious in twisting things around to
{llustrate his theories, Is he not?”

“Yen, | belleve be proposes to take
thy fact of the champague troubles
in France nearly overturning the gov-
ernment, to {llustrate the curse of
drink.”

1 saw |

TESTIMONY
OF FIVE. WOMEN

Proves That Lydia E. Pink-
ham’s Vegetable Com-
pound Is Reliable.

Reedville, Ore.—*‘1 can tmvy
mend Lydia E. Pinkham's ogamhlo
Compound to all women who are passing
through the Change of Life, as it made
: g me a well woman lﬂet'
suffering three years.'
— Mrs. MARY BOGART,
Reedville, Oregon.
) w;lw Orle:m, t.hhg-i-l
‘When passin rou
the Change of Eife I was
troubled with hot flash
weu.k and dizzy spells
h . I'was notfit for
nF ‘until I took Ly-
di. E. Pinkham’'s V
tabls Compound which
ved worth ita weight
gold tome, "' - Mrs.GAS-
’ 'ron Bronpeau, 15641 Po-
lymnia St., New Orleans.

Minhlw?ku.t})nd. g‘;‘:fho-
men sin rou a
Chnng’p:‘ of Elfa can take
nothin better than Lydia

ham' n Vegemhln

am recom-
git bonllmyfrienda
bmuu of what it has
done for me,""-Mrs.CHAS.
BAUER, 623 E. Marion St.,
Mishawgka, Ind.

Alton Station, Ky.-*‘For
months 1 suffered from
troubles in consequence of
my age and thought [
could not live. Lydia E.
Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound made ine well
A and [ want other tuﬂ'erinﬁ

women toknow sbout it.
Mrs. EMMA BAILEY, Alton
Station, Ky.

Deisem, No. Dak. — ‘1 was
through Change of Life and felt very
bad. could not sleep and was very
nervous, Lydia E. Pinkbam's Vegetable
Compound restored me to perfect health
and | would not be without it.""—Mrs.
F. M. TuorN, Deisem, No. Dak,

sing

FORCE OF HABIT.

Father—Now, If you ask me one sin
gle questlon more I'll send you to
bed—

Son—Wby?

One Was Lacklng
Head Qlerk (to applicant for gow
ernment post)—Are these your ilden-
tification papers?
Applicant—Yes, sir.
Head Clerk—H"m,
tificate I8 missing,

your death cer

No More Income Needed.
“Uncle Joe, do you belleve in votes
for women?"”
“No, eah,

I don't. Manda's got all

| de money dat's good for her now.”

Wheever gerves his country well has
no need of ancestors —Voltaire,

A THOUBLE MAKER
Coffee’ Polson Breeds Variety of llls

A Callifornfa woman who dldn't
know for twenty years what kept her
111, writes to tell how ehe won back her
bheaith by quitting coffee:

“l am 64 years old,” she says, “have
used coffes all my Ilife, and for 20
years suffered from indigestion and
insomnia, Life was a burden and a
drag to me all the time, and about
once & year my aflments got such hold
upon me that I was regularly ‘glck ln
bed' for several weeks each time,

“l was reluctant to conclude that
coffes was the cause of my trouble, but
I am thankful that I tound out the
truth,

“Then 1 determined to use Postum
exclusively—for a week at first—for 1
doubted my abllity to do without cofs
fee for any length of time, ! made
the Postum carefully, as directed, and
before the week expired had my re
ward in a perceptible Increase im
strength and spirits,

“Seeing the good that my short ex
periment had accomplished, I resolved
to continue the use of Postum, eutting
out the coffee entirely. This 1 did for
nine months, finding, dally, increased
cause for gratification at my steadily
{mproving health, My indigestion grad
vally left me, my sleep returned, 1
gained 26 pounds in weight, my color
changed from sallow to a fresh, rosy
bue and life became & blessing.

“Then I thought I would try coffeq
egain, and did so for a few weeks. The
punishment for desertng my good
friend, Postum, was a return of my old
troubles,

“That taught me wisdom, and T am
now and sball be all my life hereanfter
using Postum exclusively and enjoy
ing the benefits It brings me." Name
given by Postum Co.,, Battle Creek
Mich,

“There's a reason,” and It is explain
ed In the little buok, "The Houad te
Wellvllle,” In pkgs.

Ever read the above letter? A new
one appears from time to time. They
are geanulne, true, and full of bhumas
interest,




